YOUR 
POsT, 


I am going to Australia soon which 
I am looking forward to very much. 
I have a dog called Mitzi, she is a 
poodle but I'am very sad that I can- 
not take her with me because of the 
long delay in getting a passage for 
her. I am giving her to some friends 
of mine who are looking forward to 
having her very much. I hope I can 
get LADY PENELOPE in Australia 
as I enjoy reading it so much. 


Ngaere Pointon, 
Salisbury. 


I am afraid that LADY PENELOPE 
is not on sale in Australia but perhaps 
you would like the comic to be sent to you. 
Including postage, the total cost for 52 
copies is £2 7s. 8d. If you would like to do 
this, write to the Subscription Depart 
ment, Berrows Newspapers Lid. Berrows 
House, Hylton Road, Worcester. 


TINGLING FRESH!!! 


The other day my little cousin, 
Suzanne, came running into the 
sitting room and said to my aunt, 
“Mum, how far does a tube of 
toothpaste go?” My aunt said, 
thinking it was a joke, “I don’t 
know.” “It goes all round the 
kitchen door and covers three 
windows!” came the answer. And, 
of course, she had proved it! 


Sally Lincoln, 
Norwich. 


THE BAD NEW DAYS... 


I'm tired of always hearing 
How lucky we are today, 

Of all the chances that we have, 
And that we throw away. 


They say there was never trouble 
Mods and Rockers cause today, 
As if everyone was perfect, 

In every single way. 


That nearly each boy of today, 
fs just a long-haired lout, 


M LADY 


WRITE TO: LADY PENELOPE, 167 Fleet Street, London E.C.4 (Comp.). 
For a postal reply, don’t forget that STAMPED, addressed envelope! 


DOWN UNDER... 


] SUPPOSE | should say “howdy, pardners, 


since 


% LADY PENELOPE has gone West this week, but I 
think I'll just hope that you enjoy this issue as much 
as, judging by your letters, you've enjoyed the 
others. If you enclose a 4d. stamped, self-addressed 
envelope with your letter, you'll receive a reply 
from me, though I'm afraid it may take a little time! 
If you've written an interesting letter, and remem- 
bered to stamp it with your LADY PENELOPE signet 
ring, then you stand a good chance of having your 
letter printed . .. and earning yourself ten shillings. 
One last thing—when you write, please list your six 


favourite stories or features in order of preference 


That all our dancing’s stupid, 
And all our singers shout. 


That all we think about is jazz, 
Which is their word for pop, 

That we care less about our school 
Than the records at the top. 


For generations probably, 

And in the future too, 
Youngsters will be told all this, 
Which | don’t think is true. 


Deborah Allen, 
Cheltenham. 


Well, I hope that you'll remember, 
When you've children of your own, 
‘The way you felt at their age, 
When your parents used to moan! 


Doesn’t John Tracy get lonely ? 
He spends so much time on 
his own, away from his family. 
Brenda Drummond, 
Swansea. 


John Tracy, named after American 
astronaut John Herschel Glenn, 
Jnr, is pilot of Thunderbird 5, 


International Rescue’s space 
monitor which is permanently 
based in space. John, a 

athlete, finds his job extremely 
exciting. “I never get lonely, 
there is too much going on!” he 
says. He and Alan take alternate 
monthly spells manning Thunder 
bird 5, which is designed to pick 
up messages asking for help, and 


relay them to base. 


at the bottom of your letter. It lets me know what you 
like, and what you don’t! 


FAN-TASTIC! 


Here is my opinion of people who 
scream when they go to see their 
favourite pop group. Many fans 
don’t care about listening to their 
idols because they can hear them on 
record at any time, so those who go 
to hear as well as see are in a minority 
and will have to go on complaining. 
Secondly, I think screaming is a very 
healthy pastime. I know the first 
time I did a great amount, I came 
home afterwards with rosy cheeks 
and sparkling eyes, although I was 
rather hoarse. I was so exhausted I 
fell asleep the minute I lay down, 
and awoke the next morning in a fit 


of energy. 
Christine Beaton, 
Fife. 


I think that the fans that scream and 
shout when their favourite pop 
group comes on are mad. I don’t 
mind when they scream as the 
pop group walk on but when the 
group starts to sing, it makes me 
angry. The fans don’t just scream, 
they go totally mad. They throw 
their arms about, they cover their 
faces with their hands, so that as well 
as not hearing the group, they can’t 


see them—all this when other 
people are trying to listen. 

Ann Cotterhill, 

Keighley. 


CHICKIE 

I would like to tell you about my pet 
chicken. I have had her for two 
years. When I first brought her 
home from a farm where I work, she 


was very weak and I thought she was 
going to die, but as I kept her in- 
doors near the fire, she soon gained 
strength. She has now grown into a 
large healthy hen and lays one egg a 
day. She lives in a cage with a perch 
and bedding of straw. At the week- 
ends, I let her out to roam about the 
garden. When she hears the word 
‘chickie? she comes running over to 
me because she knows I’ve got some 
food for her. Her favourite is ryvita, 
grapes, fat and liqueur chocolates. 


Fiona Rae, 
Iver Heath. 


OSTRICHISED! 


I have something to tell you about 
what happened to my Uncle George 
who lives in South Africa, which will 
prove that ostriches are dangerous. 
When my Uncle George, who is a 
farmer, was looking at his crop in a 
nearby field, he saw an ostrich. He 
started to run, but the ostrich caught 
up with him, and tore his coat to 
pieces. 
Beatrix Shirley, 

Plymstock. 
Perhaps that'll teach him not ‘to 
trespass on his own property ! 
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PSL (lag 
PARKER “& 


CLUMSY ... ARTFUL... AND SAFE AS HOUSES! 


IT'S THAT DOG DOWN | forgot all 
THE ROAD. ATTACKS: about Albert 
ME EVERY TIME 1 GO 


Poor ald NEAR THE PLACE! 


Albert, ibs 
the ee 
2 it 
ie comes 
fe iver'i6 ray 
Enis ‘ime 
ta never 
on 20 
\ookin 
loaned. 


YOUR LINIFORMIY) 
HOW DID THAT 


( MARVELLOUS TN 
SLL TAKE THEM.) 
Pe ee 


aoe ae ee? time 
1 aoe Ibert came 

WE he HEN : E with the post. 

OUT IN THE. lan 

PRIVACY OF 

THE WOODSHED, SAME OLD 
STORY, EH, ALBERT? 
THAT DOGS BEEN 

Aun « lh AT YOU AGAIN, 
i ALN TR AIN'T EF 


HH 
Ma 


Next day | invited 
rim into the shed. 
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WE WISH TO THANK THE UNITED NETWORK COMMAND FOR LAW AND ENFORCEMENT 


THE SHOT CAME “th 


Rowena Brown 
jeads | Napoleon 
and Illya to Profes- 
sor Hauffman, a 
scientist who in- 
vented the Dooms- 
day Bomb for Hit- 
ler. But Thrush get 
there first, and pay 
to knowthe bomb’s 
whereabouts. 


Thrush guards \ Y GWE FOR HALF A DOZEN 
spot the U.N.C.L.E. SOLOS OR KURYAKING 


RUN, NAPOLEON ~ 
GET 70 THE BOME 
HIDE “AWAY / 


FIRST... ES 
A 


SPREAD OUT! TREY 
MUST NOT GET AWAY! 


© 1966 METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER 


WITHOUT WHOSE ASSISTANCE THIS FEATURE WOULD NOT BE POSSIBLE 


BUT NAPOLEON AND ROWENA 


THE THRUSH GUARDS 
REACH THE TRACK... 


SPREAD OUT... 
y 


SET ANYTHING PAST 
TILL YOUVE 
CHECKED 17-1 


-_ lg in lly “sa teas 
(PPP AND HERE'S KLEMPER TO 


ADS 70 OUR PROBLEMSL dh 
= so= 49 


Barer 
a e 1 

THE MEANING O-OH-TROUBLE! ~ha 

OF THIS HOW uf 240k ROWENA-OR WELL) ~~LTEH HIRING ¢ 


‘SORRY; Sile-INSTELICTIONS Y| 
O STOP EVERYTHING. 


TWO SWIFTSTEPS, AND pr 200K CAREFLULYI 


NAPOLEON AND ROWENA I WORK FOR THRUSH! 
REACH THE REAR OF MY DRIVER WORKS FOR 
THE GAR... A THEUSH ! NOW FIND PTET? 
Ly THOSE WHO DON'T. ee cee 


NO NOISE / 


Oe WE STILL 
WILL BE IE THOSE 
LNELE AGENTS 


THE HIGH-POWERED CAR RACES 

DOWN THE ROLIGH TRACK 

TOWARDS THE MAIN ROAD... 
a 


AN EXTRA DEEP HOLE — 
THE CAR SHUDDERG... 
AND THE BOOT LID 
SLAMS SHLIT. 


NEXT WEEK: ‘‘Ah, Mister Solo, | presume!” 
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STARTS TODAY ... 4 NEW STORY FROM LADY PENELOPE’S SECRET FILES 


HELLO, THERE! This is Lady 
Penelope speaking to you 
once again from the vaults 
beneath my mansion. I have a 
strong room here where | keep 
Top Secret files and dossiers 
on all the cases in which I 
have been involved. 


| happened to be browsing 
through some files yesterday, 
and I came across one num- 
bered 9473/60. I really got 


quite absorbed in it again, and 
decided that this simply had 
to be the next story to include 
here in LADY PENELOPE. 
So start reading part one of a 
ghost story with a difference! 


“TS right here in black and white,” 
raved Derek. “This is where we 
turn off the main road, and this 

is the track we take!” 

The girls looked dubious. Ginny 
said: “It can’t be five miles since we 
turned off at the Collington fork.” 
Sue nodded her head, frowning. 

They'd been there arguing for a 
full five minutes. It wasn’t the first 
time they'd had a difference of 
opinion since leaving their home 
village of Mottringham for a hiking 
holiday over the moors. Still, what 
would you expect from a_ self: 
possessed girl like Ginny and her two 
equally independent cousins? Minds 
were made up, and that was that. 

So far, Derek had always been the 
one who was right. That suited him 
down to the ground, because when he 
was in the mood, he’d revel in being 
the leader, the decisiori-maker. Which 
didn’t please Sue, because she was his 
elder sister, and which didn’t please 
Ginny, because she was the eldest of 
the lot! 

Derek sighed patiently, and spread 
the map on the high, grassy bank of 
the road. In gentle, smiling tones (he 
borrowed the technique from Mr. 
Straker at school, who seemed to 
regard everyone else as an imbecile) 
he twisted the cloth-backed paper 
round until North was facing North 
and explained, very __ slowly, 
emphasising each word with a stab 
of his finger . . . each stab more 


violent than the last. “Look. Here’s 
the road. Here’s the track. Here’s 
where we are.” He looked around 
him. “Yes?” Then he rolled up the 
map, tucked it beneath his arm, and 
stepped through a gap in the haw- 
thorn hedge. 

“[ step into the field . . . so. Then, 
I find a path. Not very well-trodden, 
but a path, stretching before me and 
over the crest of a small hill. Fair 
enough?” 

Ginny and Sue exchanged glances 
which spoke volumes, but said 
nothing. 

“Now,” went on Derek, “I walk 
along the path, and I know that as 
soon as I top the rise, I will be looking 
down upon a wide expanse of moor- 
land, and far in the distance, on the 
left, there will be a church with a 
spire.” 

“Oh come on, let’s give in yet 
again,” said Ginny, and Sue agreed 
with her. They hitched their ruck- 
sacks up on their shoulders, feeling 
the rolled-up tents bump them in the 
back of the head, and began to trek 
after Derek, who-was whistling the 
sort of victory tune that all 
conquerors like to whistle, when 
they’ve won. 

It was a whistle that faded suddenly 
to a few half-hearted peeps, and then 
to nothing at all, when they eventu- 
ally got to the crest of the rise. 

Oh yes, there was moorland, sure 
enough. Lots of it. But it was a great 
pity that Derek had shown such 
confidence in his map-reading to 
mention a church with a spire. 


“Where is it, then,-clever?” Sue 
placed her hands on her hips and 
began tapping her foot. Ginny sup- 
posed blithely that there had been a 
gust or two of wind the previous 
week, which might just have blown 
the spire away. 

Derek’s face collapsed into a wide 
grin, and he spread his hands. “Oh, 
what does it matter?” he appealed. 
“One stretch of moor’s as good as 
another when you're hiking, and 


that’s what we’ve come for, isn’t 
athe 


Sue punched him, and Ginny 
tripped him up, and the three of them 
ran laughing together down the 
reverse slope of the hill towards the 
open, inviting country. 


HE sun was low on the rim of the 

world, and there were long 
shadows from the copses and clumps 
of trees. The surface of the tiny rills 
and brooks had lost their sparkle, and 
flowed dull and grey. 

Ginny looked at her watch. “It’s 
getting late. We ought to be thinking 
about where to camp.” 

Derek began to unfurl his map 
again, but Sue stopped him. “We 
haven’t the faintest idea where we 
are,” she said. (She could have added, 
“thanks to you,” but she didn’t). 
“So there’s no point in fumbling 
about trying to sort out our position. 
I vote we find a likely spot, shove 
down our tents, make a fire, cook the 
evening meal, and turn in.” 

“Let’s make it bacon and beans,” 
agreed Derek enthusiastically, 
running off towards a low hillside 
where a scatter of stones made a 
white course down into the concealing 


LADY PENELOPE April 23, 1966 


heather. “And there’s the spot for the 
camp! Rocks to. weight down the 
tents, so we don’t have to drive in 
pegs, and no wet grass to damp our 
sleeping bags.” 

The girls were tired by now. They 
didn’t want to argue. It was great 
just to kick off their_shoes and socks 
and sit down, wiggling their toes. 
“Look at the great organiser now,” 
whispered Ginny to Sue. “Haring 
about looking for sticks. He’s 
welcome.” 

She unpacked the food and the 
pans, and got everything ready while 
Derek and Sue bossed each other 
about lighting the fire. 

“Sticks!” shouted Derek. “We're 
camping! We've got to do things 


properly!” 
“Rubbish!” Sue shook a box of 
matches impatiently. “You'd rub 


those green things you’re waving until 
you were blue in the face, and you 
wouldn’t even get them to smoke! 
You'll be wanting to catch fish on a 
pin, next!” 

Grumbling, Derek let Sue have her 
and contented himself with 


way, 


pitching his tent ‘scientifically’—so 
that the opening faced East. “The 
rising sun will wake me up,” he 
explained loftily. 


ARKNESS came swiftly to the 

moors, racing across the ground 
as though some giant were drawing 
an invisible curtain over the sky. 
There was only the flickering of the 
dying camp fire to light their way as 
they crawled into their tents and 
called muffled good-nights. 

Not that they slept. There was far 
too much excitement in the air for 
them to do that. It was lucky they 
didn’t, too, for whereas they took 
little notice first of the summer 
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thunder that rolled above them, then 
of the heavy drops of rain that began 
to patter on the canvas, they weren’t 
long in leaping up as the first trickles 
of water began to make rivulets 
around their sleeping bags! 

“You are undoubtedly,” said Sue 
bitterly, as they stood in their 
streaming rain-capes, rolling up their 
tents, “the most idiotic, hare-brained 
brother anyone could possibly have!” 

“Rocks to weight down the tents,” 
mimicked Ginny. “No wet grass to 
damp the sleeping bags! You might’ve 
realised we were pitching in a dried- 
up stream bed!” 

Derek had no defence. “How was I 
to know it was going to rain?” he 
complained. 

Sopping wet, the three of them 
trudged off the hillside and down on 
to the moors again. The rain was 
falling steadily now . . . a drenching, 
irritating rain that ran down their 
necks and splashed their legs. 

“Where on earth are we going to 
camp?” said Ginny. “Everywhere’s 
soaked!” 

“We might find a wood,” began 
Sue... but then a dart of lightning 
lit up the countryside for a brief 
instant, and Derek let out a 
triumphant yell. 

“A house! I saw a house! Right on 
the skyline, dead ahead!” 

“Are you sure, Derek? Are you 
really sure?” Sue’s voice sounded 
disbelieving. 

Another flash of lightning . . . and 
they all saw it. Quite close. Black 
against the sky. A house of turrets 
and battlements, standing alone like 
a grim sentinel on that vast, lonely 
landscape. 


INNY broke into a run, and was 

first to reach a stone wall, seven 
feet high or more, and streamed with 
rivulets of water and moss that 
gleamed greenly in the wan light of 
her torch. And a pair of immense 
iron gates, rusted with age, standing 
slightly apart, as though daring 
anyone to push through and walk over 
the puddled, overgrown drive that 
had once been sanded and raked. 


Now the rain had given way, and a 
stiff, chill wind was blowing gaps in 
the sky, so that the moon shone 
briefly through shreds of scudding 
cloud. 

Empty black windows stared down 
at them from the rough-hewn stone 
house, windows like great sightless 
eyes that spilled tears over cracked 
and peeling sills. 

There was no reason why they 
should have stopped, yet the three 
of them were standing stock-still in 
the drive. They suddenly realised 
that they were talking in whispers. 

“You go first, Ginny,” said Derek, 
stoutly. “Look—pull the bell.” 

She found herself tip-toeing, so 
that her feet wouldn’t scrunch any 
of the gravel. She climbed the steps, 
keeping her eyes away from the 
crouching stone lions at each side of 
the porch, and seized the roughened 
black ring by the side of the towering 
double doors. 

But as she pulled, the ring came 
clean away in her hands, and she 
staggered back down the steps with 
an involuntary cry. 

“We'd better knock,” said Sue, 
under her breath. She looked round. 
“It looks as though the rain might 
get worse again in a minute.” 

Derek had found a window, and it 
was boarded up. “I think the place 
is deserted,” he said. And then: 
“Maybe we can find an outhouse or 
something.” 

Tt was an oddly cheerful thought, 
because there was something about 
the house . . . something sinister and 
forbidding. An atmosphere they could 
almost feel. 


YET as quickly as their spirits 
rose, they fell again. There was 
neither stable nor shed, and the utter 
darkness behind the house, on the side 
away from the moon, made them 
glad to come round again to the 
towering frontage. 
Ginny climbed the steps again for 
the second time, but as she reached 


the top, her foot slipped en the wet 
stone and she staggered forward, her 
hands bumping against the ancient 
wood of the doors. 

She cried aloud as they gave way. 
“They're open!” 

Cautiously . . . so close together 
that they trampled on each other’s 
toes, yet didn’t notice, Ginny, Sue 
and Derek crept through the black 
opening and into the hall. The beams 
of their torches flickered oyer a lace- 
work of cobwebs and dust, of scarcely 
distinguishable furniture . . . of a 
dark, menacing human form! No... . 
just a rusting suit of armour. 

“T_T think I’d rather camp out in 
the w aid Derek. 

Ginny pulled herself _ together. 
“Nonsense,” she said. “It’s just an 
old, unoccupied louse. We're getting 
jumpy over nothing.” She laughed 
(but it sounded hollow) and waved 
her torch about. “Imagine how grand 
this place must have been when 
people lived here!” 


No’ Sue put on a cheerful voice. 
“Here’s a table,” she said. “And 
there’s a candelabra on it, with 
candles!” She struck a match, brushed 
off the cobwebs, and lit the wicks. 
They took a long time to catch fire. 

Then the flames blossomed, and 
the shadows chased themselves back 
into nooks and cornices, and raced 
up the big, winding stairway to a 
galleried landing. ‘They saw old 
paintings on the wall—grim faces of 
men and women dead for centuries, 
looking down at them silently. 

“You wait till daylight,” said 
Ginny. “We'll laugh at ourselves 
then, because it'll seem so different! 
Gosh.” (She looked at her watch) 
“It’s nearly midnight!” 

She brushed the dust from her part 
of the floor, shook out her sleeping 
bag and began to climb into it. “Come 
on,” she said bravely. “I’m whacked, 
and nothing’s going to keep me off my 
sleep!” 

Cautiously, the others followed her 
example, but as their heads sank very 
deliberately within the folds of their 
bags, the eyes of a painting on the 
wall of the gallery above shifted. 
First left, and then right, surveying 
them. 

The eyes gleamed briefly, and then 
vanished, and the paling light of the 
candles flickered once again on empty 
sockets... 

TO BE CONTINUED 


39 PRIZEWINNERS IN OUR 
“DINNER-PARTY” COMPETITION 


Suits and Guns galore! 


Ten LADY PENELOPE The first ten winners are: 
readers have won a super Janet Stunell, Hove; Sheila 
Swinging camel-coloured Owen, Moston; Janet Harrod, 
KARLINDA suit in our Bromley; Paulette Earnshaw, 
“Dinner Party” competition c. . § Willi 
in Issue 6. The correct solu- coventry; Hea eeu 
tion was BEDACGF. In Birmingham; Joan Glenn, 
choosing the winners from the Arbroath; Linda McKendrick, 
correct entries submitted, the Greenock; Wendy Lucas, 
judges took age, neatness and Doncaster; Barbara Jackson, 


originality of sentence com- Maidenhead; Jacqueline 
pletion into consideration. Arnold, Islington 
F é 


144 DIFFERENT 
STAMPS FREE! 


Just fill in the coupon below and we will send 
you a wonderful packet of 144 different stamps, 
also the famous old Queen Victoria Stamp of 
Great Britain, ABSOLUTELY FREE OF 
CHARGE together with a selection of Approvals 


Please enclose 4d. postage. 


Tell your parents you are writing. 


“THE BRIDGNORTH STAMP CO., LTD 
(DEPT. A 140), BRIDGNORTH, SHROPSHIRE 


FIREE speciat Nature Packet 


25 BOTANICAL/ZOOLOGICAL STAMPS 


To get this fabulous new packet ABSOLUTELY FREE 
just post your coupon as soon as possible and enclose 
4d. postage. 


There are also 25 runners-up 
who each win a terrific 


LONE STAR U.N.C.L.E. gun. They are: 


Sally Webster, Leicester; | Avon; Julie Buckett, Reigate; 
danice Fox, Mottingham, Carole Wade, Scarborough; 
London; Pamela Lacy, Basing- Sandra Beattie, Northern Ire- 
stoke; Helen Robinson, lane; Lesley Bentley, Middles- 
Coventry; Sandra Port, Surrey; borough; Patricia Frankland, 


; j Newcastle; Hazel Webster, 
dill Bavin, Scunthorpe; Karen Se Fes iy 
Todd, Scunthorpe; Vanessa London; Valerie Gowan, Sud- 


bury; A i 
Compton, Maidenhead; Sheryl Wien eae even 


Davies, Burton-on-Trent; Harper, Glasgow; Sandra Geal, 
Simone Zuckerman, Birming- Basingstoke; Lesley Davey, 
ham; Jayne Cross, Cheadle; Dorset; Hilary Smith, 
Debra Carter, Stratford-on- - Maidenhead, 


LADY PENELOPE DRESSING TABLE SET 8 


r 1 


H PLEASE SEND ME THE SPECIAL FREE NATURE PACKET 
I AND APPROVALS. 


I | ENCLOSE 4d, POSTAGE 


| NAME.. ae 


V ADDRESS... eee 


WZ Lessing lable Sot brings col ty dhaganiiey..be the 2 Sewollery ry charm, & deadly danger! of 


Lady Penelope dressing table set, all monogrammed (& \ Charming Lady Penelope jewellery set, 
with Lady Penelope's own initial. The set e y containing a pearl necklace, bracelet, hair 
includes an elegant hand mirror, hair brush band and a ring which can be adjusted to 
and comb and a gorgeous powder bowl fit any finger.” 
decorated with an imitation orchid. The whole set is in 
The set comes in its own ‘Penelope pink’ 
beautiful display box. 


J. ROSENTHAL (TOYS) LTD. LONDON COLISEUM - ST. MARTINS LANE - LONDON - W.C.2 
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OIL FOR ONE AND ONE OR OIL . 


ee 


THERE WAS NO NEED 
Aen 
PLENTY. Ve SPORTING 


AN HOUR LATER... 


. THOSE HILARIOUS HILLBILLIES LES STRUCK IT RICH! 


MR. DRYSDALE CALLS os 
ON THE CLAMPETTS. 
V4 1 THOUGHT YOU MIGHT 
LIKE TO. SOIN MY RIFLE 
CLUB, SED! 1: ON MY 
WAY THERE TO SHOOT, 
BOVE CEAY GICEONS f 


COUNT 
US IN 7 AIN'T SET 
EYES ON A GAME 


LEFT THE MOUNTAING:! 


THE HILLBILLIES DON’T 
REALIGE THAT THE CLAY 
PIGEONS ARE DUMMY 


TARGETS... == 


"YOU KIN KEEP. 
‘THéM PANY SHOOTIN? 
/RONS, MR. DRYSDALE! 


EST SHOW US THEM 
PIGEONE / 


GREAT SCOTT! 
THEY VE BLOWN 
EVERY TARGET OUT 
OF THE SKY/ 


Woe TE Mps 
70. THE, 
CLUB? 


THEY COULDN'T 

HIT A HAYSTACK 
WITH THOSE 

GUNS / 


SOFTEN UP INTHE KS 
00KIN' POTS 
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' 
REALLY, GRANNY... 

THERE WAG NO NEED You'Re THE 
TOINVITE MYSELF AND | GUESTS OF HONOUR, 
MRE. DRYEDALE TO / UE, DRYSDALE. SO 

ji CF 
UNE: FURST HELPIN?! 


IT WAS THE LEAST 
WE COULD DO IN RETURN 
FOR LETTIN’ US JOIN YOUR 
CLUB, Me, DRYSDALE! 


ths a (eee 
WV GRANNY, MR. 
SESE? ig SHE AMT 
COOKED 


l ee e-C-C- CLAY 


FORE / £2 PIGEON PIE? 


Y 


IT TASTES LIKE 
eS S SUBT GOES. 
(OW VOU, THESE 
REZ Siiee AIN'TA 
OE ae THE CRITTERS. 


KK HOMES 


a we ™ 
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SUSAN'S EYES 
CLOSE DROWSILY.. 


a io Te 
THE DOOR IS OPENED...AND 
THE FACTORY REVEAL! 


PENNY... WHERE 

AM 1? OH YES... 
THOSE AWFUL BRIGHT 
LIGHTS... THAT TAPE 

RECORDER... 


In Fraulein Zadain's 
mountain school for 
young ladies, Lady 
Penelope finds her 
friend Susan Clive- 
den a prisoner. . . 


NEVER CONVINCE 
THEM OF THAT. 
THEYRE DEDICATED 
TO WHAT THEY THINK 

1S A WORTHWHLE 


ARE BEING LISED... 
THEY'RE JUST TOOLS 
OF THE BEREZNIK 
GOVERNMENT / 


LET'S HOPE 
ONE OF THEM 
CAN OPEN THIS 
CELL LOCK. 
WHAT DID THEY 
PLT YOU IN 
HERE FOR, 
ANYWAY 2 


DEEP IN THE 
MOUNTAIN THERE'S 
A VAST FACTORY.. 
/ WAS SNOOPING 
AROLIND AND 


MLL HAVE 
7O LEAVE YOL/ 
HERE FOR A WHILE 
SUSAN... YOUR CELL 


VERY WELL, 
Wl PENNY... BUT BE 
CAREFUL. THEY'LL 
KILL YOU IF YOURE 
DISCOVERED, 


USING HER LASER BEAM 
FOUNTAIN PEN, PENELOPE 
GETS PAST THE FIRS 
BARRIER... 


(17'S THIS 
WAY... THERE'S. 
ANOTHER ENTRANCE 
FROM FPRAULEIN 
ZADAIN'S OFFICE, 
BUT ONLY SHE 
USES IT. 


| 
HER LADYSHIP WITHDRAWS 
A SMALL OBJECT FROM 
HER HANDBAG. 


LET THE LIGHTS © 

PENETRATE THE . 

DEPTHS OF YOUR me" 

MIND, SLISAN... 

THEY ARE GENTLE. 
SOOTHING. 
PEACEFUL... 


GRAIN-WASHED 
HER. THERE'S 
ONLY ONE WAY 


WON'T FIT 
THAT LOOK... "LL 
HAVE TO LISE ONE 
OF PARKER'S 
VARIOUS METHODS... faa 
A HAIR PIN. 


THERE YOU ARE 


BORIS... ANOTHER OF 
MY GIRLS, CONVINCED 
THAT SHE 1S WORKING 
FOR WOMEN'S RIGHTS, 
ARRIVED EARLIER 
TODAY WITH MORE 
INFORMATION, 


BEREZNIK 
WILL BENEFIT 


Peli SO THAT'S 17, THE 
EF GIRLS ARE TRAINED ™ 
70 STEAL INDUSTRIAL 
SECRETS NOT KNOWING \oox| 
THEY ARE HELPING A 
HOSTLE PONER. 4 


Se /S AGAINST THE Z 
F——s§ WORLD GOVERNMENT Yo 
Mu, (S717, PENNY? 


BY HER 


DORMITORIES 


ARE AUTOMATICALLY | 


LOCKED AT 
NIGHT. 


PLACING SPECIAL GLASSES 
OVER _HER EYES, HER 
LADYSHIP GOES TO WOR! 


THERE'S ONE 
PROBLEM I'D FORGOTTEN. 
WHEN BRENDA SEES ME 
SHELL SCREAM... AND ALL 
THE DORMITORIES HAVE 
MICROPHONES... LEADING 
STRAIGHT TO FRALILEIN: 
ZADAIN'S OFFICES 
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LADY PENELOPE INVESTIGATES 


A BRIGHT spot of sunlight had settled 

on his fluffy head and was reflecting 
off his nose. He was having his lunch, a 
sausage roll, in the club room at Rediffusion’s 
Wembley studios, and discussing with his 
friends how to improve the world, and in 
particular, how to improve Five O’Clock 
Club. 

Gerry Marsden has been assisting Ollie 
and Fred, the programmes’ feathered and 
furry mascots, for the past twelve weeks. “Of 
course, I’m not really assisting them. I take 
up all these different jobs and they try to 
stop me,” said Gerry. He counted on his 
fingers the different careers he had attempted 
since he joined the programme. 

“I’ve been a dancer, a singer, a film star, 
even a spy! Every time, Ollie and Fred spoil 
it all,” he said unhappily. 


SKIFFLE GROUP 


Gerry is small and has a gruff voice and 
cheeky, straight-lashed eyes. He and his 
Pacemakers swept into fame at the time of the 
Great Liverpool Group Rush in 1963. This 
fame came eight years after the group, 
enjoying the impressive name The Red 
Mountain Boys Skiffle Group—TRMBSG 
for short—had been formed during a bored 
moment at a Liverpool boys’ club. 
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“Tt was my idea to start the group,” said 
Gerry, “so naturally, I had to be the leader.” 

“Naturally,” I said. 

Since then, there have been nine records, 
most of them top hits, a film, tours around the 
world, good food, good clothes, good money. 
So why is it that this perky pop star is playing 
about with Ollie the Owl, and Fred, a dog of 
rather doubtful origin’? 

“I like it,” said Gerry, exercising his 
famous grin. ‘“They’re smashing animals to 
work with. Anyway, I got sick of playing all 
the time. You never have time to stop and 
think about things.” 

Gerry and his friends think about things 
every lunchtime. They think about brain 
surgeons and religion and people. “We have 
amazing discussions which go on for weeks,” 
shouted Gerry above the heated conversation 
that was going on between two of his 
companions. 

A harassed man, nervously clasping a 
sausage roll, came up and asked everyone to 
assemble in the studio. 

I spent the rest of the afternoon watching 
Five O’Clock Club being recorded. Looking 
at Gerry and Ollie Beak joking around 
together I suddenly understood Gerry’s 
attitude . . . even a Pacemaker has to relax 
sometimes. 


Gerry and his wife Pauline 
on their wedding day. 
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LOVELY 
LINEN-LOOK’ 


FULLY-WASHABLE 


CUT-OUTS FROM ONLY 


= 
CINDY CHERYL 


Look at this super twin-offer! 


Two lovely ‘“Linen-Look” dresses which 
are crease-shedding and fully-washable, 
especially designed for the young figure 
by The Elizabeth Barry Boutique. Just right 
for fun days and holidays! And with 
mummy's help you can make them in a 
moment! They're so nice—if you can't 
choose between them, why not buy both? 
Availablein these sixlovely colours:Spring 
Brown, Cream, Turquoise Blue, Powder 
Blue, French Navy, Pastel Pink. 
CINDY—An appealing, short-sleeved 
dress, trimmed in white that's fine for 
every day wear and great for parties too! 
Cute buttons and bows and an attractive 
gored skirt—swinging! 

CHERYL—A pretty Tattersal-type check, 
three-quarter length sleeved dress. A 
low-slung, tab-looped belt—the very latest 
trend, is set off by a smart buckle. There's 
a matching check trim on bodice and 
sleeves. It's a hit! 

All you have to do to obtain either of 
these delightful dresses is fill in the 
coupon below and send it off today. 
Everything comes complete and ready-to- 
sew with zips, buttons and all necessary 
interfacings. And Mummy might like to 
know that a generous 1” seam and 2” hem 
allowance gives heaps of room for 
growth and there’s a fully-illustrated, 
step-by-step sewing guide too! Postage 
and packing are FREE! 


&e 


FRENCH TURQUOISE ‘SPRING POWDER 
NAVY BLUE BROWN BLUE 
These colours are as near as possible 
to the actual colours of the garments. 
SIZES AND PRICES 


CINDY paste! pink 


Bust 26 | 2 | 3 | a | o | 36 

LENGTH* 30 | 32 | 34 | 36 | 38 | 40 

PRICE — CINDY 19/11} 22/-| 24/- | 26/-| 28/- | 28/- ye 

PRICE — CHERYL 21/-| 23/6] 25/6| 27/8| 29/6 | 29/6 YOUR ORDER FORM: 

PRICE — BOTH aojni{_ 45/6] 49/6 | 53/6 [57/6 [57/6 Please send me_____cut-out packs/Bust size 
Allowance for hem 1s 2" and a generous 1" seam allowance, 


In Style (Insert: Cindy, Cheryl/or both) 
HIT OFFER. Simply fill in the coupon in 
BLOCK CAPITALS and send a crossed 
postal order or cheque to:—The EB.B Hit 
Offer, Dept (LP) 28/30 Hanway Street, 
Oxford Street, London, W.1. 

Please write your name and address on 
the back of all cheques and mark the 
envelope “Cindy”, ‘Cheryl or both, 
according to garments ordered. Closing 
date—May 27th, 1966. So hurry and be 
sure of your first colour choice. This offer 
only available in U.K. 


| enctose P.O./Cheque value. 


Colour choice 1st. 


2nd. 3rd 


Name 


Address 


Pe: f 
ee | 
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FOUR PIONEERS SET OUT TO EXPLORE THE UNKNOWN...AND ARE NOW LOST IN SPACE! 


THE MISSILES STREAK PAST TOGANS CRAFT... 


e a fe) 2 . _——_ 
mre" ee » s 
R 5 a ee 
p e oO IN ‘, 
armed o og ses lel i 2 EADER 
\ ETTNAMIAN. LI 
THE Gy reemnees FOR 
HOW COULD eye 
FELLA ATTACK AN YS ‘ 
UNARMED SHIP? ‘AND DADS / 


..( ABOARD TOGANS 
Y CRAFT -HELL BE — 
KULEDS FELLA WiLL NOT 


: Pie BE eS See Ni 
’ Laka es 
THEN SUDDENLY... ) - PREPARE A COLLISION 
“ COURSE... 
\ IG LLAS REMAINING. 
4 : 2a MISSILES HIT THEIR 
is =‘ 6 REAL TARGET... 


Ee 
THREE WORLDS AND THRE 


C! 
TIONS GREET EA 
Ce PEACEFULLY IN THE 


GIANT 


* THE OTHER 
mes ASTEROID EXPLODED..* 
FELLA MUST HAVE 

SPOTTED 17 HEALYNG 
STRAIGHT FOR OUR 
> BATTLECRAFT... 


> a) 2 Meee sos 
a 
(7 18 THE TWO YOU UNDOUBTEDLY 
WHO SE Be, 20 1 TO SAVE your E 
HOMING! VOULOE oA AUCMT ERS Bur 1,700, jie THAT. 
NEL YoU a FOR 
PEACE...£H, TOGANZ, CRAIG TELLS THE TWO RULERS OF JAM TRLLY MEAS WELL 
HIS HOPELESS POSITION... AND GRATEFLL... FELLA. 


IMMEDIATELY 60TH PLI Ee 
EVERY ASSISTANCE POSSIBLE 


WITH WORDS NOW! YOU 
MUST COME AS GUEBTS 
TO OUR WORLD UNTH 

A You WISH 70 DEPART. 


CRAIG GAID THAT’ AG SCIENTISTS 
WT WAS THEIR DUTY TO GET BACK 
TO EARTH 16 THEY POSSIBLY 
COLD. 


ROCKET ENGINES THUNDER 


% S = WITH POWER AND THE 
YOU EVERYTHING i S 
ANDO PERHAPS PERSUADE ‘ THEY WERE GOOD { 


YOU 7O STAY! PEOPLE... FORTUNE GO 
WITH THEM S 
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FAB Club really is at home on the range 
this week! And Parker has been so enthusiastic 
about this issue’s Wild West theme, he’s got 
himself involved in our competition (P. 17). 

Now, the lasso practice inthe stables, I can 
take. I don’t even mind the rockery being 
described as ‘Dead Man’s Gulch’ .. . but 
when Parker starts shouting ‘Giddy-up’ 
while he’s driving FAB 1...it’s too much! 


? Well, 


mea’ 
it 20 minutes, 


and put them 


Meantime, it’s time 
to join the FAB Club a C (y) 
Wagon Train! re 4 
~ TRUE... ~ 3 5 Ee rg 
‘A AN j 
. . . Annje Oakley’ " ... that Wild Bill Hickok was 
sharp-shi So Fone shining hero. Certainly he 
fot a 


She once waS~a, brave Indian-fighter ~~ 
cigarette from be- and a famous dandy. But he 
tween the lips of a 7 spent too much time in the 
visiting Kaiser for a saloon bar while -he was 
bet! sheri bilene/and fad.to 

ve his jol r six months 3” 


2 for shooting two, men dead — 
by negah 4 y 
? i j 

J 2 , 
ise i , : 


pT FILLED 
a Pree 


FAB Club lassoes a 


Do you ever have bacon and beans for breakfast 
believe it or not, this is a traditional cowboy’ 
Here is a tasty variation—Bacon ’n’ Bean Roll: 
s of bacon, a can of Heinz beans and four tomatoes. 
Cut the rind off the bacon rashers and twist them round to 
form hollow rolls. Put them on a baking dish and fill up the 


hollows with beans, Cut the tomatoes in half, 
* on top. Bake in a moderate oven for abou 


DEPT 


FAB Do-it-yourself Dept. 


Make a Useful Hold-all . .. 
Western Style 


To sew this fringed duffle-bag 
you need a piece of leather or 
suede or strong felt cloth measur- 
ing 3 feet by 24 feet. 

You also need good sharp 
scissors; leather thongs, soft rope 
or tasselled cord; and a big strong 
needle (or you can borrow mum's 
sewing machine, perhaps!) 


fringe 
along top 


Fold top 


over 
mz about 3 
van in. and 
82 sew just 
bile above 

fringe 


Keeping fringe 
to inside, fold 
down centre 
(second fold 
line) and sew 
along dotted 
line leaving 2 
in. gap at top 


i¢— SECOND FOLD —»: 


Alison Moran, 
Westvale. 


Alice Gibb, 
Wokingham. 


"Anne Seale, 
Sheffield 10. 


Jill Farmer, 
Anstey. 


FASHION FORUM 


Trail-blazing girls everywhere are 
opening up new fashion territory with 
the Wild West Look. Join the pioneer 
set NOW with easy-walkin’, climbin’, 
rough 'n’ ready clothes. Take up the 
trigger-happy 


scent with tabbed 


and happy-go-lucky scarves, polka- 
dotted squares. Wear them this-a-way, 
that-a-way, bandit-wise, slotted 
through your collar... anyways. 
Follow the Wild West Trail to men's 
and boys’ shops for sweet pickin’s! 
Jeans, super leather and stirrup- 
buckled belts, corduroy shirts. Blazers 
and slacks in tough cotton drill, 
hipster denim pants, low-slung skirts, 
matching coats... many of them with 
silvery studs. 


Turn right 
side out and 
slot leather 
thongs or 
soft rope 
through top 
band 
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BE QUICK ON THE 
DRAW IN THIS 
SWELL LOOKIN’ 
SHIRT DRESS WITH 
THE WILD WEST 
TOUCH: 


ROUND up those admirin’ glances 
in this fire-raisin’, tough-lookin’ 
dress by Duprez Et Cie. Mighty-fine 
choice of checks in yellow, green, red 
or blue, all on a white background. 
In size range from 24” to 38’. Easy- 
goin’, well-mannered terylene and 
nylon cloth—washes like a dream. 
Costs from approximately 56/11. 
Raisin’ the dust in shops and 
stores all over the country, including: 
D. H. Evans and Harrods, London; 
Cawdells, _ Watford; Robinsons, 
Woking; C. H. Jarvis, Aylesbury; 
Dingles, Plymouth; A. Caird & Sons, 
Dundee; Alex Henderson, Glasgow. 


FAB GLUB FASHION MEANS 
FAB CLUB PRIZES 


lease note. . . the cowboy isn’t part of this 
sorry !) 


ee : a en oe awe SERS 
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NANE THE 
COWBOY 


H4vE you ever wondered what Parker would look 
like in a cowboy outfit? For believe it or not, 
Parker is a secret Wild West fan! Lil keeps catching 
him watching cowboy films on telly, and he has a 
handsome collection of cowboy spurs in his room! 

Anyway, that’s why he is so pleased that LADY 
PENELOPE has gone ‘West’ this week! So for this 
week’s competition, with prizes of ten dresses to be 
won, you are asked to name the six colourful-looking 
cowboys pictured below, choosing from the list of 
names printed here. Each cowboy obviously has a 
distinctive personality . . . and a name to match. 
Here is the list of names: BLACK HOOK, DOC 
SULLIVAN, DANDY JARVIS, TEX BRODIE, 
TITCH CARSON and GREASY GONZALES. 

When you have decided which name suits which 
cowboy best, fill in the entry coupon below. For 
instance, if you decide that “Greasy Gonzales" is the 
most suitable name for Cowboy A, then write A" 
next to the name Greasy Gonzales on the coupon, and 
so on. Then write your full name, address and age, 
and state the size and colour of the Duprez Et Cie dress 
you'd like if you are one of the ten winners. Finally, 
think of a suitable name for Parker if he really was a 
cowboy, and complete the sentence on the coupon, 
“If Parker was a cowboy | would call him. . ."" Post 
your entry to the address printed at the bottom of the 
coupon. CLOSING DATE: Tuesday, April 26, 1966. 


RULES: 
DO NOT ENCLOSE ANY OTHER 
QUERIES, CORRESPONDENCE, 
or PHOTOS with your entry. 
Entries which do so will be dis- 
qualified. The Editor's decision is 
final and legally binding, and no 
correspondence can be entered into 
regarding it. The rules for this 
competition are the same as those 
printed for previous competitions in 
LADY PENELOPE. A complete set 
of the rules is available if a self- 
addressed stamped envelope is 
sent to our address on page 2. 

In judging the entries, age, neat- 
ness and originality of sentence 
completion will be considered. The 
winners will be notified by post, and 
their names printed in LADY 
PENELOPE as early as possible. 
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THERE’S ALWAYS MAGIC IN THE AIR WHEN THE ENCHANTING SAMANTHA IS AROUND! 


TIS. SAMANTHA'S WEDDING ANNIVERGARY... 


HOW ABOUT 
HAVING A QUIET SURE, HONEY... 
MEAL AT HOME TONIGHT, SLL MAKE SOMETHING 
SAM ? 1?°VE A HARD DAY SPECIAL FOR 
AHEAD AND Pil BE 
WORN OUT! 


ENDORA CHANTS A MAGIC WORD 
AND PART OF THE KITCHEN WALL 
SLIDES OPEN... 


BUT AFTER DARRIN HAS GONE... 


17'& NO GOOD... 1'VE RUN Sr SE 
OUT OF IDEAS... /'VE USED ‘NTHA. 
WP acl my seis. aoTHer! \ WRODUCE YOU TO 
/ QION'T REALISE YOU HE WITCH IN 
WERE THERE! THE KITCHEN! 


(GLUES 6 WOT TO 
: EASON WHY, 
THERE'S A BOOK SAMANTHA... WET. 
INSIDE... HOW DID 2/STEN CAREFULLY... 


7 16 AN ENCHANTED 
COOK BOOK WITH MAGIC 
RECIPES FOR SPECIAL 
OCCASIONS. BUT - THE 
INGREDIENTS MUE7 BE 
OBTAINED WiTHOUT 
THE USE OF MAGICS 


ENDORA ANNOUNCES THE MAGIC 
WORD," RASREVINNAY.:. AND THE 
KK OPENS... 


| B00) 
YOU'LL FIND EACH 7 A TALL 
ITEM WILL AUTOMATICALLY NG yf Phe Qe age, or iple ae 
LEAD YOU TO THE NEXT, / Reygotes WORTH THE TROUBLE! 
f oT, Or, 
THAT GREAT, MOTHER... Me Soy, Gem 2 
G@® NOW WHAT DOES THE BOOK Og Hie tee ka 
Ye) GAY FOR AN ANNIYEREARY |] 4, hen, ine, r 
G ee? DINNER ? FRO Ge, Sak & 
Dy ony \ Rug Mon OLAS 
@ hy, KA 
NAG Pap ce, Sy Mo DEO 


GOOD... THEN 
OFF YOU GO! JAKE 
THE MARK 2 BROOMSTICK, 
17 KNOWS THE WAY... 


— 


>t 
THERE'S A BULL 
rz) ao” ’ t~ 
the 


wih ve 
70 GET RID 


SPREAD OUT! THEY 
MUST NOT GET AWAY! 
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SHE LANDS HEAVILY... 


THREE HAIRS. 
THE RECIPE SAP. x 
<< GED 
a\ 
st § 
(ys 5 (a 
i Ny b 
2) 
(wi WIA’ 
25), 


i 


{ 


a 
aly wt 


GUCH! GAY..THG =~ OE HE LANDS ON THE 
1g (Gn Cae TREE... re. TOP BELOW... )OF 

ANDO THERE'S A CLUSTER a 
aR NOW | SEE WaT Mare 


(Eke 
ANT 8Y LACH ITEM LEADING 
ME JO THE NEXT/ 


BROOM, AND SOON SHE 
18 BACK IN THE KITCHEN 


GUESS THERE'LL 
BE LLENTY OF SAND 
HERE... AND 1 OMLY 

NEED TWO 6RAINE! 


GEE...WHAT A DAY... \ 
4 HOPE 17 WAEN'T 
IN VAIN 


SAMANTHA'S WORRIES ARE DISPELLED 
WHEN DARRIN GETS HOME... 


THIS 18 THE 
BEST MEAL I'VE 
EVER TASTED... 
17'S WONDERFUL! 
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Injured b ; WARRIOR SHUTS OUT THE 

is dying in the City of Coonad: AQUAPHIBIANS. 

Barinth gets into Titan’s Labor 
and finds a cure. But then... 


; nen 
rp 4 
i) af . 
~ ya WE ARE TRAPPED... 
C4 PR AQUAPHIBIANS ALE i 
ied! \Y COMING J 4 
}) QUIEKLY..- 
j CLOSE THE 


UUST IN TIME, THE sre 


IN THE COONADAN ia THE LABORATORY DOORTS 
CITY APHONY WATCHES SLOWLY YIELDS TO THE 
OVER HIS DAUGHTER... [4 y CONTINUED ATTACK... 

i Se 


WY MOMENT OF DELAY 
MEANS 7HA7 MARINA 
GELTE NEARER TO 


BI 
THEN THE AQUAPHI 
BREAK THROUGH 


Ze 
THERE 18 ONLY 
ONE HOPE USE THE 
FIRE STICKS GIVEN 


BUT THE ALARM HAS BEEN RAISE! 
TITAN TERROR FISH RUSH TO 
THE LABORATORY. 

= 


SS 
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